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It wasn't easy holding a title of royalty, but for Prince Mathias Nygard it was a cakewalk. Born into Finnish 
royalty, he was kind and courteous with a heart of gold, unheard of at this point. However, he also had a major 
thirst for adventure and often traveled with the Knights of Turisas, his band of friends, much to the King and 
Queen's dismay. 

Soon Prince "Warlord", as he was referred to amongst the knights, would celebrate his 2lst birthday. His 
friends wanted to surprise him with a gift that not even the King or Queen of Finland could buy. 


"Does anyone have any ideas in mind?" Olli asked, fingering the strings of his violin. He normally played it during 
Warlord's celebrations. "It has to be something fantastic. Something really special.” 

"We could all pitch in and make something!" Jesper replied. 

"I say we take him somewhere," Jaakko piped up, smiling. "Nobody would think of that!" 


"Is probably come across the King and Queen's mind, but you know how they are. With a son like Mathias 
they'd refuse.” 

"Let's take him out anyways! He's our best friend, and today's his ZIst. It's more special than his loth, and we 
all know how that ended up." 

The group nodded in remembrance; Warlora's lbth birthday ended with a fight against another royal family 
that attended because of his "unruly behavior", and Warlord having them run with their tails between their 
legs. He was isolated to his chambers for a good two weeks. 

"He's an adult now, let's go out and treat him like one!" 

Jussi cleared his throat, meaning he had an idea. Everyone looked towards him, when Jussi was about to speak 
up it normally fit Mathias‘ interests to a T. They were raised alongside each other, after all. 

“Theres a band of thieves causing trouble in a town a little ways away. They've been requesting our help for a 
while. maybe we should help. Mathias would definitely enjoy that?" 

There was a minute of silence. Then a feeling of agreement rose in the room. 


It was decided. 


August 26th rolled around and the entire kingdom of was Hämeenlinna celebrating Mathias’ ZIst. He himself had 
been having a good time, dancing with everyone and enjoying the festivities. For a while he forgot he was a 


prince and that he had to act like royalty. 


"Mathias!" Jussi called The prince looked over and saw his knights all saddled up and ready to ride. 

"What's going on?" he asked, a little confused. "You're not going to stay?" 

"Nobody said anything?" Olli replied back. "I thought we agreed we'd tell him!" He whispered harshly, looking at 
Jesper. 

"You were supposed to say something!" 

"No, it was you!" 

The two shot back and forth until they heard Mathias laugh. They stopped immediately. 

"What were you supposed to tell me?" 

"We've, uh, decided on a present for you.” 

"Does it require a horse?" 

"Yes." 

"Give me one second” The prince turned on his heel and ran to the stables, saddling up his favored steed and 


trotting back to the knights. "I'm ready. What now?" 


The band rode together through a thick forest along the backside of the kingdom. Mathias felt excited and 
nervous to see what his present would be. Whatever it was, it felt like an adventure was brewing, and he was 
all for it. 

"Almost there!" Jaakko said to the rest of the group. He and Olli had been to the targeted town multiple times, 
as it seemed to be a favorite of the mysterious band of thieves they were after. 

"What exactly are we doing?" Mathias asked, looking over to Jussi. 

"We're going after a certain group," he replied. "I'm sure you've heard of them." 

"Oh, yeah. That group of bandits." A strange surge in his blood formed. He got excited, and Jussi smiled when 
he saw the grin on his friend's face. 


"A little fun on your Zist never hurt anyone, right?" 


When they arrived in the small town, there already looked to be villagers awaiting to greet them. 

"Its Prince Warlord!" a few people cried. "He's here!" 

Shouts wishing him a happy birthday filled the air and Mathias thanked them all as best he could. 

| hear that you have a bit of a thief problem," he said, his voice booming. He hopped off his horse with his 
friends following. "We're here to take them off your hands!" He raise his sword high in the air and the villagers 
cheered. 

"There's only one of them left," a male villager replied. "He let the others escape. But be careful, Prince 


Mathias.. he's a tricky one." 


Mathias and his knights trudged quietly through the town, checking houses and barns for any sign of the last 
thief. 

"| haven't found a thing," Jesper muttered, setting his sword into the dirt. "Dammit! Where is he?" 

"Patience," Jussi whispered back. "There's got to be a sign somewhere." 

"| found some tracks!" Mathias called from a few meters away. He waved his sword and the others flocked to 
him. "Whoever it is, they've hidden in that small hut down there." 

They quickly made their way around a small, stone hut with Mathias by the door. He signaled for the others 

to be quiet, then slowly opened the door.. 


A figure came bursting through the door, toppling Mathias onto his back He lost grip of his sword and it flew 
a few meters away, letting out a harsh gasp when he back hit the ground. The man on top of him hand one 
hand on his neck, one hand fumbling for the dagger on his belt. Quickly, Mathias rolled the man off and jumped 
up. Olli came in with his shield and bashed the man to the ground, catching him by surprise. 


"How dare you lay a hand on the prince!" he yelled, pushing his weight against the shield. The man under him 
growled and tried to push him off, then getting up and running. 

"Shit! Don't let him get away!" Jussi bellowed, and the rest of the knights followed the thief with Mathias in 
the front. 


The thieve ran through the town, his bag of stolen items around on his back. He pushed past townspeople, 
jumped over tables and animals alike just to get away. He'd dug himself a hole with this. He let the rest of his 
group escape after hearing news of Prince Mathias and the Knights of Turisas coming into the town. He told 
them that he'd be OK by himself and if anyone were to get caught, it should be him. Nobody else liked that 
idea but he insisted. 

Now the people after him were right on his heels and he just wanted to escape. He'd never gotten caught 


before, but Prince Mathias was nicknamed "Warlord" for a reason He wasn't ready to become his prisoner. 


Mathias managed to snag the thief by his long brown hair, tugging and hearing a loud shriek come from him. 
"You're not getting away!" the prince cried, jumping on his back. They were both taken to the dirt. Mathias held 
his sword against the neck of the man under him and got a good look at him. He had long brown hair, a dark 
but nice beard, and dark eyebrows that contrasted against his bright blue eyes. There was a black streak going 
from the right side of his forehead, down his eye, neck and on to his chest. His elfish ears pointed out through 
his hair and had black piercings on them. 


He was beautiful. 
"Mathias!" 


Jussi's scream wasn't able to snap Warlord out of his stupor in time and the beautiful thief cut into his leg. 
Mathias yelled and gripped his leg instantly, falling off and letting the thief get up again to take off. Luckily, he 
was taken down to the ground again by Jaakko. 


The prince and his knights returned to the town square with the thief in tow, arms held behind his back They 
all cheered at the victory, showering them with thanks and good wishes. 

One girl gasped. "Your Highness, you're hurt!" 

Mathias laughed. "Itll be fine. Just a little cut, nothing time won't take care of" 

"And good help from a chambermaid," Jesper added. 

The group rallied back on their horses and placed the thief on Mathias’ horse, tying his arms and legs so he 
couldn't move. He tried thrashing but it was no use; two takedowns had rendered his body sore beyond 


imagination. 


He knew he was going to be taken back to the kingdom, and God knows what would happen to him. Imprisonment. 
Execution. Possibly torture, if they were capable of that and knew his record. He gave up and slumped against 
the back of the horse, at least thankful he didn't subject the rest of the group to danger. 


Back in the kingdom, Mathias was scolded for going out without more protection of the kingdom, but received 
no punishment due to his age. Like always, however, he was reminded that when he was king he would not be 
able to act like this. It didn't bother him and he went back to join his friends who still held the thief. 

"Um, Mathias," Jaakko murmured, "This was our present to you. The thief" 

"R-Really?" the prince's eyes widened. He wasn't sure if it were out of disbelief or surprise. Either way, it was 
one interesting gift. He walked closer to the thief. 

"What's your name?" 

The man growled in return, long locks of hair flowing in his face. Jussi tugged on his hair sharply and he 
whimpered. 

"Your Majesty asked you a question. Answer it." 

"V-Vreth," he said quietly. The force on his hair stopped and he gasped in relief. 

"That's a nice name," Mathias replied. He smiled, and Vreth didn't know if it were sincere or just a facade. 


Either way he didn't trust the prince. 


"Take him to my chambers. Get him cleaned up, I'll decide what to do with him later." 
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Vreth thrashed violently against the two knights that gripped his arms and led him down the hall to Prince 
Mathias chambers. He wasn't looking forward to anything the prince had planned, and the idea of being trapped 
in his room was terrifying. However he kept his cool, trying to rip himself out of the clutches of the knights. 
When they reach Mathias' room, the door opened and he was thrown inside, hitting the ground. 


"There will be chambermaids arriving soon. Don't even think about moving, unless you want to be thrown in 
confinement," Jussi said, his voice low. 

"Fuck you," Vreth growled, his bright eyes going dark with anger. Jussi chuckled at him. 

"You think you scare us? What was once a brilliant and notorious criminal is now nothing more than a toy for 
Warlord to play with. You've lost all the authority you once had" 

The words felt like a shot in the chest, as well as on his pride. 

"Whatever the Prince decides to do with you is entirely his choice. You're a gift to him. Submit and act like 
one," Jesper added. They shut the door and Vreth stared into the ground. A gift? So he was practically a slave 
to the prince? That felt even more dehumanizing. He felt the urge to scream and cry rising in his throat but 


he kept it down. He would never submit to any royalty, especially not some reckless child with a nickname like 


"Warlord". 


The chambermaids soon came in with supplies to clean Vreth of his injuries, wash his hair, and give him a new 
pair of clothes. He sat while they did their work and he didn't fight back. In a way he pitied them, having to 
serve the kingdom with pay that wouldn't even guarantee they could buy food. 

One maid grabbed a wet cloth and began to wipe against the black mark on his face. Quickly, he grabbed her 
hand. She flinched and stared at him, wide-eyed. 

"Don't" Vreth muttered. "It's.. It's the only reminder of my friends, so." 

The maid took her hand away from the mark and wiped around his face, getting all the dirt off. She wrung the 
cloth out and patted his face down again. 

Another maid worked on his hair, rinsing it out with a bucket of water and brushing it so it looked presentable. 
When they were done, they handed him the pair of clean clothes and left the room. Vreth could hear them 
muttering about how he was too beautiful to be such a criminal. He shot his gaze to the clothes and stripped 


his off, setting them on the floor. 


Mathias ran down the corridors of the castle to his room, a little worried about his prize. The idea of him 
owning another person was very foreign to him, despite the fact that when he was king he would technically 
own both land AND lives. Still, he hoped that Vreth was doing alright and his friends hadn't roughed him up too 
bad. 


When he got to his room, the door was slightly open and he peaked through. He saw Vreth standing there, just 
his pants and boots on, no shirt. His long hair looked even better when it was clean, glossy and brown against 
his back. Mathias could feel his face get hot and backed away from the door slowly, taking a deep breath. He 
knocked on the door, then opened it. 


Vreth turned around and saw the prince standing there, smiling. 

"Sorry if I'm intruding," he said, his voice quiet. 

‘Its your room. Vreth replied, then turning to face the window. Mathias laughed to himself. 

"My friends didn't treat you too badly did they?" he asked. "They don't take threatening groups so easily." 

"No. I've had worse." Vreth was in no mood to talk or look at the prince. 

"Are you hungry? | could sneak something in if you want 

"No." Vreth put on the loose, long-sleeved white shirt he was given. "I'd like to be alone.. if | may." 

Mathias nodded and left the room. He closed the door and set his back against it, wondering how he could get a 
little closer to Vreth. He wouldn't deny that he was interested in the man, but knowing his record the kingdom 


would never allow it. Yet he was intrigued by him nonetheless. 


Vreth sat on the ground next to the window and thought. He'd never see his friends again. He'd never go back 
home. He'd be forced to serve the prince and whatever ungodly desires he had deep inside. Another feeling 
rose up in his stomach: it was fear, and it racked his entire body. 

He held his knees up against his chest and put his face in his hands, crying. 


Warlord tried his best to get Vreth to warm up to him, but it wasn't easy. Vreth was awkward and always 
kept things to himself. Mathias wouldn't press him to do anything, remembering that he wasn't a toy like 
everyone played him out to be. It made him a little guilty to actually own another human being for his own 
desires. 

At times, Vreth wouldn't bother to eat anything, and Mathias would sneak some food to his room. When he'd 
return, it was either untouched or half-eaten When Mathias would try and get Vreth to participate in other 
activities, the man would show no enthusiasm and find an easy way out. It was all solely to be away from the 
prince and everyone else in this prison of a kingdom. 

"Sheesh. Sorry for such a lousy gift," Olli muttered to Mathias, casting his eyes down 

"No need. He just.. needs time to open up. After all, he's got feelings just as we do." 


A few days passed and both Mathias and Vreth were in the prince's chambers. It was night and the rest of 
the people on the castle were fast asleep, but for some reason they couldn't manage to be. Mathias felt that 


now was the perfect chance to get him to talk. 


"So, do you have another name?" 

Vreth looked up, raising an eyebrow. 

"What?" 

"Do you have another name?" Mathias gazed at him longingly with his clear blue eyes. "Besides Vreth?" 


The elf looked down at his hands. 

"Mathias." 

"Yes?" 

"No. | mean my real name is Mathias." 

The prince looked at him, eyes wide. "Really?" 

"Yes. | go by Vreth because.. that's what my friends called me." 

Warlord got off of his bed and sat on the ground across from Vreth, crossing his legs. He was very curious 
to know more about him now. 

"How old are you?" 

"Well, yesterday | turned 2l" 

"Your birthday is August 30th?" 

"Yes." 

A smile grew on the prince's face. What a small world, meeting someone that he had a lot in common with. He 
wanted to know more. 

They talked as it got later into the night, finding more common ground and becoming easier to talk to. Vreth 
found that Mathias was actually as good-natured to everyone as people said, and it eased the tension a little. 
Warlord was the one exception to all the pompous, rude royals he'd stolen from. Mathias found Vreth to be a 
bit awkward, but he was very funny. He regaled him with stories of his friends, the group of thieves known as 
Finntroll, and some of the items he'd acquired. It was solely for bragging rights. 


"There was this one time, my friend Skrymer and." Suddenly, Vreth's voice dropped. His bright blue eyes looked 
away from Mathias and on to his hands. He cast his head down 

"What's wrong?" the prince asked. 

"Nothing, l.. | shouldn't be telling you any of this." 

"Why not?" 

Vreth looked up at him. "Who knows what your knights will do to the rest of my friends? They aren't satisfied 
with just capturing me. | know they want everyone else.” 

Mathias nodded slowly. He knew that Vreth was right, and that there was probably already a searching party 
out for the rest of Finntroll. 

But for some reason, he didn't want that. He didn't want to cause Vreth any more pain than he already 
experienced, having to force his friends to abandon him in order to save their lives. On top of that, the rest of 


Finntroll would most likely never see Vreth again. 


"Can you make me a promise?" Vreth asked quietly, his hair falling into his face. 

"Of course. What is it?" 

If you promise not to go after my friends.. I'll do whatever you want." 

A feeling of unease rose in Warlords chest. He felt worse now. 

"I swear. Anything you want me to do, I'll do it:" Vreth looked up at the prince, his expression serious. Yet 
there was a sadness in those pretty eyes of his. 

"Vreth.. l." 

"Please! You have to promise me!" His hands moved on their own and grabbed Mathias’. "Please. | can't have 
them end up like this too. Some of them have families and had to do whatever they could to support them, 


and-" 


| understand.” Mathias replied, smiling a little. "I can make you this promise, but my knights... | don't know." 
Warlord saw Vreth cast his eyes down again. He swore he saw tears threatening to spill forth. 

Slowly, he placed a hand on the man's face in an attempt to console him. Their eyes met, and the soft glow 
from the moon outside the window made Vreth more beautiful than the day Mathias first saw him. 


"| promise. I'll do whatever | can" 


The next day the prince woke up on the floor, greeted by the bright morning light. He squinted his eyes and 
sat up, looking around. He didn't remember passing out on the ground. He looked next to him and saw Vreth 
laying there, fast asleep. He looked very peaceful. 

Mathias placed his hand on Vreth's cheek, tucking some hair behind his elvish ears and smiling. Slowly he picked 
him up and set him on the bed before running out of the room to meet up with his knights for a little 
morning sparring. 

Vreth woke up shortly after, confused as to why he was on Mathias’ bed. He remembered falling asleep next 


to the prince on the ground, watching him. He sincerely hoped he hadn't made a miscalculation in trusting him. 


For now, he'd have to keep his end of the promise and submit, much to his chagrin, to everything the prince 


wanted, 


